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leaned over his shoulder, expounding his views on
the emergencies of the situation, and jabbing his
forefinger at different spots on the map to emphasise
them. Opposite, a young subaltern, fighting to keep
awake, watched them in a sort of hypnotised, staring
silence. Orderlies came and went continually with
messages. Upon all faces intense fatigue and anxiety
had stamped their mark From outside echoed bursts
of machine-gun fire in the not-so-far distance, with
now and then the explosion of a she!3.

The tired, harassed Colonel was in a devil of a
temper. John introduced himself and received a grunt.

" What lines are your guns laid on ? " the C.O.
snapped, without bothering to raise his head.

John explained, conscious that the Colonel was
barely listening. It was evident he was too pre-
occupied with the dispositions of his troops to think
about anything else at the moment. The scanty
information he was receiving left him very much in
the dark as to what might be going to happen.

" Where do you expect the attack, sir ? " John
inquired.

" How the hell do I know/' was the reply.

John went on to inform him of his instructions to
send up a red Very light when assistance was needed.

" Assistance ! . . ." cried the Colonel in an outburst
of impatience. " I've half a battalion left. . , . The
assistance we want is a brigade of infantry, not a Very
light. We've been wanting them for the last twenty-
four hours."

Ignoring John, he returned, fuming to his map.
After a minute or so he cooled down.

" If I've been a bit short, forget it," he said, with
a show of apology. " Make yourself comfortable.
I expect we'll be glad of your help before the night's
out"
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